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knowledge of the world and-coming into living
contact with its varied modes and methpds, manners
and morals have more than confirmed me in that
belief of mine. I am now extremely chary of passing
any sweeping judgment on men and matters or
condemning wholesale any race or type of men
simply because they happen to hold opinions or
cherish ideals contrary to my own. No amount of
reading gives such an expansion to the mind nor any
quantity of philanthropic work breeds in one such
a living spirit of tolerance as a year round the world.
In this, I think, lies the chief use of world-travelling
and its justification. But neither that evening I
landed in Shanghai nor during the days I stayed
there was I thinking of the uses of world-travelling
or searching out grounds for its justification. My
mind was quite differently employed and my
thoughts had taken quite a different direction. And
the reason was that I received while in Shanghai three
letters at the same moment from the three dear hearts
I had left behind; so widely different in the nature
of their contents and yet so markedly allied in the
one sentiment they all jointly breathed that, strange
as it may seem, Shanghai is now chiefly remembered
by me on account of them. The more I live the more
I find that in travelling, as in all other things of life,
it is the human element that counts most in the end.
The pride of Birth and Wealth and the glories of Art
and Nature, all, individually and collectively, play
important parts in the grand drama of life, but it is
the Human Note alone that strikes deepest, rings
truest, and lives longest in our being.